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HE little boy, wnen he next saw Uncle Remus, after hearing how the animals went to the barbecue, 
wanted to know what happened to them: he was anxious to learn if any of them were hurt by the dogs 
that had been chasing Brother Rabbit. The old darkey closed his eyes and chuckled. “ You sho is axin’ 

sump’n now, honey. Und’ his hat, ef he had any, Brer Rabbit had a mighty quick thinkin’ apple-ratus, an’ mos’ 
inginner’lly, all de time, de pranks he played on de yuther creeturs pestered um bofe ways —a-comin’ an’ a-gwine. 
De dogs done mighty well, "long ez dey had dealin’s wid de small fry, like Brer Fox, an’ Brer Coon, an’ Brer Wolf, 
but when dey run ag’in’ ol’ Brer B’ar, dey sho struck a Snag. “ De mos’ servigrous wuz de identual one dat got de wust 
hurted. He got too close ter Brer B’ar, an’ when he look at hisse’f in runnin’ water, he tuck notice dat he wuz 
split wide open fum flank ter dewlap. 


let der cuts an’ gashes git good an’ well. When dey got so dey could segashuate, an’ pay der 


jower’d an’ jower'd des like yo’ pa do when he aint feelin’ right well; but, bimeby, dey ‘greed ‘pon 
like it mought work. Dey 'gree fer ter make out dat dey gwine ter have a dance. ‘Dey know’d dat 


an’ ef he 'fuse, dey’ll close in on ’im an’ make way wid 'im. 


ee Mi, am 
"So fur, so good! But all de time dey wuz jowetin’ an’ confabbin’, ol’ Brer Rabbit wus settin’ in a shady 
place in de grass, a-hearin’ eve’y word dey say. When de time come, he crope out, he did, an’ run ’roun’, an’ de 
fust news dey know’d, here he come down de big road—bookity-bookity— same ez a hoss dat’s broke thoo de <i 
— fence.’ He say, sezee, ‘ Why, hello, frien’s! an’ howdy, too, kaze I aint seed you-all sence de last time! saat ae 


Pe 
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" Atterde tucus wuz over, de creeturs hobbled off home de best dey could, an” laid ’roun’ in gun an’ shade fer ter 


"gree fer ter insemble some’rs, an’ hit on some plan fer ter outdo Brer Rabbit. Well, dey had der insembly, an’ dey 


wuz allers keen fer dat, an’ dey say dey’ll gi’ him a invite, an’ when he got dar, dey’d ax 'im fer ter play de fiddle, 


party calls, dey 


a plan dat look 
ol’ Brer Rabbit 


har de name er goodness is you been deze odd-come-shorts? an’ how did you far’ at de bobbycue? Ef my “I'm ter play de fiddle—sump’nI aint done sence my oldest gal had de mumps an’ de measles, bofe de same 
two eyeballs aint gone an’ got crooked, dar’s ol’ Brer B’ar, him er de short tail an’ sharp tush—de ve’y one I'm day an’ hour! Well, dis mornin’ I tuck down de fiddle fum whar she wuz a-hangin’ at, an’ draw’d de bow back- 
a-huntin’ fer! An’ dar’s Brer Coon! I sho is in big luck. Dar’s gwineter be a big frolic at Miss Meadows’, an’ 


her an’ de gals want Brer B'ar fer ter show um de roas’n’-y’ar shuffle; an’ dey put Brer Coon down fer de jig dey 
calls rack-back-Davy. 


be cooked!’ 


“ But what happened then?" the little boy asked. ™ Nothin’ ’t all,” replied Uncle Remus, 
chuckle where he had left off. ‘ De creeturs aint had no dance, an’ when dey went ter Miss Mea 


“Wid dat, Brer Rabbit bow’d, he did, an’ went back down de road like de dogs wuz atter 'im.”” her head out de winder, an’ say ef dey don’t go off fum dar she'll have de lgw on um!” 
i a ‘ r , Gene te At et SE RA Ne ERE RE Ne SEE ICR . = 
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erds an’ forerds a time er two, an’ den I shot my eyes an’ hit some er de ol’-time chunes, an’ when I come ter myse’f, 
dar wuz my whole blessed fambly skippin’ an’ sasshayin’ ’roun’ de room, spite er de fack dat brekkus wuz ter 


Gis , 


taking up the 
dows’, she put 


©” what’s de matter wid de Whipperwill, 


Dat she choke herse’f wid sayin’ Good-night? 
You know mighty well dat sump’n is wrong 
When dey sets an’ sings dat kinder song, 


Twix’ a call an’ a cry, 'twix’ a weep an’ a wail— 


Dey must be tellin’ a mighty sad tale. 


Sez ol’ Brer Rabbit, ‘I been missin’ you long, 
I wuz mighty fear’d' dat sump’n wuz wrong, 
But here you set ez still ez a mouse, 

Not doin’ nothin’ but keepin’ house!” 
“Oh, well,” se’ she, “I’m too ol’ ter gad, 
I use’ ter do it, but I wish I never had! 

De only thing I want is ter wash my dress, 
But I can’t do dat whiles I’m on my nes’.”’ 


An’ Miss Bob White, atter washin’ her dress, 
Went a-runnin’ back ter house an’ nes’; 


“ Much erbleege, Brer Rabbit,” an’ den she bowed, 


** Say nothin’, ma’am, fer ter make me proud, 
Kaze I been a-waitin’ here, frettin’ an’ sweatin’, 
Fer fear I ain’t sech a good han’ at settin’; 

My ol’ ’oman say I got a slow fever, 


An’ I 'clar’ ter goodness, I’m ready ter b’lieve her! 


AND THE | 
PARTRIDGE NEST 


Dat she sets an’ cries on de furder hill? 
An’ what’s de matter wid Miss Bob White, 


Se ji” “Lao ON i 


“ti tl . 


THE EVANSVILLE COURIER. 


Miss Whipperwill’s troubles, an’ what she say 


Will do fer ter tell some yuther day; 


But Miss Bob White—my! aint she a sight?— 


I'll hatter tell why she hollers Good-night. 
Dey once wuz a time (needer mo’ ner less) 


When she ain’t try ter hide ner kivver her nes’; 


She built it in de open, whar all kin see, 
An’ wuz des ez perlite ez she kin be. 


Brer Rabbit, he say, ‘‘ Can’t I he’p you out? 
I ain’t doin’ nothin’ but walkin’ about, 

An’ my ol’ 'oman is willin’ fer ter bet 

Dat ef settin 's de thing, I’m ol’ man Set!" 
‘‘T know mighty well,” sez Miss Bob White, 
‘Ef you set a-tall, it’ll be done right.” 

‘‘ Thanky-do, Miss Bob! Go wash yo’ dress, 


“J felt sump’n move, I hear’ sump’n run, 
An’ de eggs done gone—dey ain’t na’er one! 
I sho is seed sights, I done hear folks talk—- 
But never befo’ is I seed eggs walk!" 

“‘ My goodness, me! "’ sez Miss Bob White, 
A-peepin’ in de nes’, ‘‘ You sho is right!” 
An’ y’ever sence den, when darkness falls, 
She gives de lost chillun her Good-night calls! 
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An’ I'll do what I kin fer ter kivver yo’ nes’! ” 


iL CMANDLIER MARR 


ILLUSTRATED BY J°A*GON! 


She'd make her house facin’ eas’ an’ wes’, 
An’ den wid eggs she’d fill her nes’; 

Fer ter keep um-warm she’d brood an’ set, 
An’ keep her house fum gittin’ wet. 

Whiles dis gwine on, Brer Rabbit come by, 
A-wigglin’ his mouf, an’ a-blinkin’ his eye: 
““De top er de mornin’, Miss Bob,” sezee; 
““De same ter you, Brer Rabbit,” se’ she. 


So off she put, wid a flutter an’ a flirt, 
An’ washed her dress in a pile er clean dirt; 
Brer Rabbit see de eggs, an’ shuck his head; 
His mouf 'gun ter dribble, an’ his eye turn red; 
Sezee, ‘‘ It'd sholy be hard fer ter match um, 
So I’ll des take um home an’ try fer ter hatch um!” 
So said, so done! An’ den when he come back, 
He come in a gait ’twix’ a lope an’ a rack. 


An’ y’ever sence den, when darkness falls, 
She gives de lost chillun her Good-night calls! 
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F anybody kin fell me how things happens,er why, I’é know 

a heap mo’ dan what I knows now,” remarked Uncle Remus, 

rubbing his chin and looking hard at the little boy. ‘ What 
things, Uncle Remus?” asked the child. “ Des anything you kin think 
*bout,”” the old man replied. “ Look at the moon fust one shape an’ den 
an’er; an’ look at de clouds, one day thicker dan de soap My mammy use 
ter make, an’ de nex’ day done gone! Now, how you gwine ter splain dat?” 
The little boy said nothing, for the old man had suddenly soared into regions 
with which he was unfamiliar. There was a long pause, and finally Uncle 
Remus continued his reflections. ‘ Take de case er Brer Rabbit an’ ol’ Brer 


Coon. Brer Rabbit fished fer fish a’ Brer Coon fished fer frogs. 


1 


Den he say, “‘ Brer Coon, you been mighty good ter me; we grow’d 
up side by side; you use ter try ter put yo’ han’ in my pocket an’ git de goodies 
out. 


Atter so long a time, Brer Rabbit went lopin’ down dar, an’ he aint 
mo'n git dar ‘fo’ 3 squall out—‘ Coony dead! Coony dead! De big ol’ 
King Frog say, ‘ Don’t believe it! Don’t believe it!’ An’er one say, Yes, 
he is! Yes, he is! I seed ’im! I seed ’im!’ Well, dey argymented an 
arygmented, twel bimeby dey notice Brer Rabbit in de bushes, lookin’ like 
he want ter know whar he was at. 
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Dey wuz bofe fishers fum away back. 

an’ Brer Coon he had bad luck. 
in de big road. 
got a frog ter his name. 
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Brer Rabbit he had good luck, 
It went on like dis, twel one day dey met 
Brer Rabbit had a long string er fish, an’ Brer Coon aint 
Dis kinder errytate him, an’ he ax Brer Rabbit how 


in de name er goodness do he do it? Brer Rabbit say all he got ter do is ter 


bait his hook, an’ den Brer Coon ax, he did, how come dat he can’t ketch 
Brer Rabbit say it’s kaze dey got a spite ag’in’ him, kaze one 
time in de dark er de moon he come mighty nigh ketchin’ de King er de frogs. 


no mo’ frogs. 


But when I tuck yo’ tail an’ run ’roun’ de yard wid it you never showed 


yo’ tushes; an’ dere’s sump’n in dat. 


Dey holla’d at ’im, an’ he holla’d’ back. 
Frogs! Whirl in an’ bury Coony in a big deep hole!’ 

der shovels an’ der hoes, an’ dug de san’ out fum und’ ’ 
de hole dug, ol’ Coony wuz in dar. 


‘Now’s yo’ time, Friend 


So dey got der spades 
im, an’ when dey got 


* at . < 


Brer Coon try ter ermember de time, but somehow he can’t; an’ ol’ 
Brer Rabbit say, ‘Member er not, des ez you please, but it’s des like I tell 
you. Y’ever sence dat day dey knows when you goes rackin’ by; you kin 
hear um say, some one way an’ some an’er, ‘Here he come!’ an’ ‘Dar he goes!’ 
Brer Coon, he say dat ef dat’s de way dey er gwine on, "taint no use fer 
ter try ter ketch um, an’ he say he feel purty splimmy-splammy on de ‘count 
un it. Brer Rabbit, he flip a flea off’n his lef’ y’ear, an’ kinder study. He 
Study an’ study. 


Now you des pace down yan’ on de sanbar whar de de two branches 
meet. When you git dar, kinder stagger ’rou’ like yo’ liver’s out’n j’int 
an’ den fall down an’ dq like you done dead; don’t wink yo’ eye, don’t wiggle 
yo’ tail; let things take der way an’ time it’s course.” Well, des ez Brer 
Rabbit say, des dat a’way Brer Coon done. 


Dey digged it so deep dat a whole 
an’ when de time come, Brer Rabbit 


passel un um couldn’t jump out, 
"gun ter laugh, wid ‘ Rise up Sandy an 


git yo’ meat!’ An’ dar dey wuz!” 
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black cloud made its appearance in the west, and quickly obscured the sky. It sent a brisk gale 

before it, as if to clear the path of leaves and dust. Presently there was a blinding flash of lightning, 
a snap and a crash, and, with that, the child took to his heels, and ran to Uncle Remus, who was standing in 
his door. ‘ Dar now!” he exclaimed, before the echoes of the tnunder had rolled away, “ Dat dust an’ win’, 
an’ rain, puts me in mind er de time when ol’ Brer Rabbit got up a big race fer ter pleasure de yuther creeturs. 
It wuz de mos’ funniest race you ever hear tell on. Brer Rabbit went 'way off in de woods twel he come ter de 
Rainmaker’s house. He knocked an’ went in, an’ he ax de Rainmaker ef he can’t fix it up so dey kin 
have a race ‘tween Brer Dust an’ Cousin Rain, fer ter see which kin run de fastes’. De Rainmaker 
growled an’ jowered, but bimeby he ’gree, but he say that ef "twuz anybody but Brer Rabbit, he wouldn't 
gi’ it but one thunk. 


‘Ter dem what has ter wait, it seem like de sun stops an’ all de clocks wid ‘im. Brer B’ar 
done some growlin’; Brer Wolf some howlin’ an’ Brer Possum some laughin’; but atter while a cloud 
come up fum some’rs. 'Twant sech a big cloud, but Brer Rabbit know’d dat Cousin Rain wuz in dar 
‘long wid Uncle Win’. De cloud crope up, it did, twel it got right over de big road, an’ den it kinder 
drapped down a leetle closer ter de groun’. It look like it kinder stop, like a buggy, fer Cousin Rain ter 


git out, so der’d be a fa'r start. Well, he got out, kaze de creeturs kin see 'im, an’ den Uncle Win’, he 
got out. 


" An’ den Cousin Rain come “long, a-pursuin’ Brer Dust, an” he come mighty nigh drownin’ 
um He left um kivver’d wid mud, an’ dey wuz wuss off dan befo’. It wuz de longest fo? dey 
kin git de mud out ’n der eyes an’ y’ears, an’ when dey git so dey kin see a leetle bit, dey tuck notice dat 
Brer Rabbit, stidder bein’ full er mud, wuz ez dry ez a chip, ef not drver. 
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DREATS THE CREETURS By J 
™O ARACE 


O NE sultry summer day, while the little boy was playing not far from Uncle Remus’s cabin, a “heavy 
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“Well, dey fix de day, dey did, an’ den Brer Rabbit put out ter whar de creeturs wuz stayin’ at, 
an’ tol’ um de news. Dey dunner how Brer Rabbit know, but dey all wanter see de race. Now, him an’ de 
Rainmaker had fixt it up so dat de race would be right down de middle er de big road, an’ when: de 
day come, dar’s whar he made de creeturs stan’—Brer B’ar at de bend er de road, Brer Wolf a leetle 
furder off, an’ Brer Fox at a p’int whar de cross-roads wuz. Brer Coon an’ Brer Possum an’ de yuthers 
he scattered about up an’ down de Road. 


i ih 


“ An’ den, gentermens! de race begun fer ter commence. Uncle Win’ hep’d um bofe; he had his 
bellows wid ’im, an’ he blow’d it! Brer Dust got up fum whar he wuz a-layin’ at,an’come down de road 
des a-whirlin’. He stricken ol’ Brer B’ar fust, den Brer Wolf, an’ den Brer Fox, an’ atter dat, all de 
yuther creeturs, an’ it come mighty nigh smifflicatin’ um! Not never in all yo’ born days is you y’ever heern 
sech coughin’ an’ sneezin’, sech snortin’ an’ wheezin’! An’ dey all look like dey wuz painted red. Brer 
B’ar sneeze so hard dat he hatter lay down in de road, an’ Brer Dust come mighty nigh buryin’ ‘im, an’ 
‘twuz de same wid de yuther creeturs—dey got der y’ears, der noses, an’ der eyeses full. 


( 


“It make um so mad, dat dey all puf out ¢ im, an’ try Ger-fevel best fer ter ketch, but ef 
dey wuz anything in de roun’ worl’ dat Brer Rabbit’s got, it’s soople foots, an’ 'twant no time ‘fo’ de 
yuther creeturs can’t see ha’r ner hide un ‘im! 1 de same Brer Rabbit aint baryain fer ter have two 
races de same day.” “ : 

“But, Uncle Remus,” said the little boy, “which beat, Brother Dust or Cousin Rain?” The old 
man stirred uneasily in his chair, and rubbed his chin with his hand. ‘ Dey tells me,” he responded 
cautiously, “dat when Cousin Rain can’t see nothin’ er Brother Dust, he thunk he am beat, but he holla 
out, ‘Brer Dust, wharbouts is you?’ an’ Brer Dust he holla beck, ‘ You'll hatter scuzen me; I fell down 
in de mud an’ can’t run no mo’!’” 
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ORD come roun’ fum ’cross de water 
Dat de B’ar wuz a-courtin’ Brer Coon’s daughter, 
When you know mighty well dat he hadn’t oughter— 

An’ de ladies all, you should ’a’ seed um 

A-runnin’ de kyards an’ tryin’ ter read um { 

Wid han’s in de a’r, dey said, “ Oh, my, suh! 

We mayn't break de match, but we sholy kin try, suh— 

An’ ef 'taint our business, please tell us why, suh, 

Kaze dat kinder doin’s is ez much out’n natur’ 

Ez ef de squash wuz ter flirt wid de tater!” 


Miss Meadows, she say ‘twuz mighty surprisin’, De men creeturs say dat wimmen mighty funny, 
An’ de gals, dey titter’d, “‘ It looks rank p’izen,” , Some marries fer station, an’ some fer money, 

But dey hatter run home, kaze der bread wuz a-risin’; An’ some des bekaze somebody calls um honey,— 
Dey talked an’ talked twel dey all had der sesso, But whedder you burn er blow out de candle, 

An’ talked right on twel dey fixt it desso! Brer B’ar’s gwines on wuz sholy a scandal! | 
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All dis aint pester little Miss Coon, suh— 

She grinned at de stars an’ den at de moon, suh, 
An’ went a-fishin’ des ez soon, suh, 

Ez de frogs in de swamp ‘gun ter holla an’ beller, 
An’ when she went, she went wid her feller! 


Now, ol’ Brer B’ar wuz fond er froggin’ 
An’ eve’ybody vowed dat his ol’ noggin’ 

Wuz hard ez de stuff you lift at a loggin’; 
But all dis suited Miss Coon ter a T, suh, 


An’ she wuz des ez happy ez she could be, suh! 


Well, de courtin’ went on by de light er de moon, suh, 
An’ all day long twel de atternoon, suh, 

An’ de creeturs sho did rap Miss Coon, suh! 

Kaze why. should she marry out’n her station, 

Mo’ special, a man dat don’t b’long ter her nation? 


4s 
An’ den, se’ she, ‘“* You kin be a quitter, 
Kaze all true love is mixt wid bitter— 

De gal you love you don’t allers git her— 
An’ you’il not git me, not ef I know it: 
Ef you got any gumption, you oughter show it!” : 
Right den an’ dar a heart wuz brokeded— 3 
Brer B’ar sot up an’ like to ’a” chokeded— 

He lit his pipe an’ den he smokeded ; 

** Good-bye,” sezee, “‘ ter my true lover! 

De day I’m dead, it’ll all be over!” 


, 


She say, se’ she, ‘No man aint much, suh, 
What hits de water wid sech a splush, suh— 
No lady don’t like no sech a sqush, suh!” 
Wid dat, Brer B’ar shuck off de water, 

Wid, ‘ Folks all say dat I hadn’t oughter!” 


An’ time crope on, des like it oughter, 

An’ Brer B’ar kep’ a-courtin’ Brer Coon’s daughter, 
Ontell, one day, he fell in de water; 

An’ he sho did make a splash an’ a splatter, 

An’ Miss Coon ax him what de matter. 
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Uncle Remus heard the voice of the little boy crying out, 


f7\NE afleriics 
1! Le) “T see you Uncle Remus, and you don’t see me!” old man 
 ~ looked all around, and then went jo his door and peered out, but 
‘'the child was invisible. Then Uncle Remus remembered a knot-hole in 
the weather-boarding of his cabin, and he cried out exultant! » “IT see you, 
pneyt I see you!’ After awhile the little boy went into the cabin, and 
took his seat on Uncle Remus’s clothes chest. ‘ I was hard to find, wasn’t [?” 
“ You sho wuz,” Uncle Remus replied, “ like ol’ Brer Rabbit when he had 
his peep-hole in de woods. Atter he played like he wyz de Wool-er-de-Wutts he 
hatter make hisse’f kinder skace in dat part er de county, ol’ Brer Rabbit did.” 


“« When Brer B’ar got home he'seed de tracks dat Brer Rabbit had made 
wid honey on bis foots, an’ mo’ dan dat, Brer Rabbit's ol’ ’oman, visitin’ 
‘roun’ ’mongst de neighbors, hatter go an’ tell it; she couldn’t keep it ter 
hersef fer ter save her life.” 


Muy 
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“ He peep out, he did, an’ der wuz mighty nigh all de creeturs a-hol’in’ 
g ’sembly, an’ confabbin’ wid one an’er jes like folks does up dar ip ‘Lanta- 
tantarum when de legislatur’s settin’ in dat big court-house what got de 
lier gal on top er de steeple. Dar wuz de creeturs, Brer B’ar, Brer Wolf 
rer Fox, an’ mighty nigh all be rest un um. Brer B’ar tol’ his mo’nful tale, 
in’. some un do like dey wanter cry, an’ some like dey’d des ez soon laugh.ez 
[not. Dey confabbed an’ cologued, an’ dey say dey won't be a bit erpeace 
‘Jan’ good feelin’ in dem neighborhoods, long ez de put up wid Brer Rabbit 
pranks. OV Brer Coon put bofe han’s in his pockets an’ say ‘ Le’s go atter 

im an’ wipe ’im off’n de face er de yeth, by jing!’” 


’ 


rer Fox. ‘I know,’ se zee, 
Brer Polecat, an’ den he run ‘roun’ whisper’n ter de creeturs, whiles dey helt 
der nose. ‘ J’ll git you bofe fer dis,’ sez ol’ Brer Rabbit, sezee, ‘ One for cussin’ 
an’ de yuther fer tellin’.’”” ‘ Who cussed, Uncle Remus?” the little boy 
asked. ‘Brer Coon; ain’t you hear me say dat he say ‘by jing?’ “ Oh,” 
exclaimed the child. ‘“ ’Long "bout dat time, Brer Rabbit tuck a notion dat 
‘twuz high time fer him ter be slidin’ out fum dar; so he shet up his peep- 
hole, an’-slipped down fer de groun’, an’ crope off thoo de bushes, an’ hid 
hisse’f so he kin see what de yuther creeturs gwineter do. * he ain’t had long 
fer ter wait, kaze he ain’t mo’n got hid good, ’fo’ he sce ol’ B’ar gwine thoo 
de woods, an’ bimeby, here he come back wid a chunk er fier.” 


” 


i *fo’ de creeturs 
“ An’, sho 'nough, de smoke ain’t been smokin’ long ‘fo 
hear sump'n drap in fe ‘holler, an’ out come Brer Possum right spang thoo 
de fier! Right den an’ dar his tail got singe’ an’ de ha’r on his vg ng Bg 
ef you'll look right close, you'll fin’ dat it’s des like I tell you down ter dis day. 


“ Brer Possum run off a fittle ways an’ make like he’s done dead, but 
when de creeturs went off, he got up an’ went on 'bout his business.” 
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‘“« An de B’ar fambly made it so hot fer Brer Rabbit dat he hatter change! 
his quarters. So he got im a peep-hole in de woods, an’ a mighty good thing 
he did. De peep-hole wuz in a holler tree, an’ dar’s whar Brér Rabbit stay at 
endurin’ er de time when he wanter take some res’. Well, he wuz in dar 
one day, kinder dozin’, an’ he hear somebody talkin’.” 


: “ Den all de creeturs went ’roun’ pickin’ up leaves an’ trash, de ve’y 
same kind what Brer Rabbit skeer ol’ Brer B’ar wid, an’ dey pile um up ’fo’ 
de do’ leadin’ ter Brer Rabbit’s peep-hole, an in it an’ on it they stuck de chunk 
er fier. When Brer Rabbit see dat, he make like he mad ez brinjer. He rush 


out whar de creeturs kin see ’im, an’ he holler out, ‘ What you-all tryin’ fer} 


ter smifflicate Brer Possum fer? What's he done? When an’ whar is he hurt 
you-all’s feelin’s?’” 
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“ And they didn’t catch Brother Rabbit? ” said the little boy. “ Shoo, 
honey! what I been tellin’ you "bout dat nimbly creetur? When de yuthers 
went whar dey seed ’im, dey ain’t fin’ nothin’ 'tall but teers an’ underbresh— 


birds in de tree, an’ clouds sailin’ over dey moughter fool deyse’f, but dey 
can’t fool Brer Rabbit! ” 
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When ’ol Brer Rabbit wuz in his prime, 
He kep’ hisse’f constant on de run, 
A-stirrin’ up fun, a-stirrin’ up fun; 

Res’less an’ rovin’, he wuz here an’ dar, 

Twel de day he made a cali on ol’ Brer B’ar, 
Which he had a wife an’ chilun two, 
An’ he live off yan’ by de big wahoo. 


é say out loud, ‘* Now, dat’s mighty funny, 
Kaze my ol’ oman been callin’ me honey!” 
He scrape an’ lick, an’ lick an’ scrape, 
An’ done his best fer ter git in shape; 
Sezee, “I’m ol’ man Sticky-Stuck, 

An’ I'll go outside an’ try my luck; 

I'll go outside an’ shed my grieves, 

An’ waller about in de trash an’ leaves! 


On, on down de road Brer Rabbit roam, 
Twel he met de B’ar fambly agwine on home; 
Dey stop, dey did, an’ snort an’ snuffle, 

Brer B’ar move his foots in a kinder shuffle; 
He helt in his arms some roas'n y’ear nubs 
He wuz takin’ home fer Klibs an' Kubs, 
But deze slid down an’ fell ter de groun’, 
When he seed Brer Rabbit sidlin’ ’roun’ ! 
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H, once "pon a time, ‘pon a time, ‘pon a time, 


. 
An’ he say, ‘‘ Who is you, anyhow ?” 


I’m de ol’-time Grizzle, I’m de Wull-er-de-Wutts, 


Brer B’ar made a rush an’ knocked down a fence, 
An’ a heap er folks say dey ain’t seed ’im sence ! 
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An’ when he git dar he knock at de do’, 

An’ he wunk his eye an’ knocked some mo’! 

Den he went sa’nterin’ ’roun’ ter de back, 

An’ de fust news he know’d he’d'crope throo a crack! 
He rummaged de house fum bettom ter top, 

A-doin’ it all wid a skip an’ a hop; 

He got in de cubberd, an’ on. de top shelf 

A bucket er honey turnt over on hisself! 


Now, whiles he wuz restin’ in de grass, 
Brer Rabbit he seed de fambly pass, 
Brer B’ar an’ his wife an’ Kubs an’ Klibs— 
Dey wuz all so fat you couldn’t see der ribs; 
Dey ain’t kotch a glimp’ er Brer Rabbit a tall, 
An’ he say he ain’t gwinter miss his call. 

An’ he went to Brer B’ar’s house lippity-clip, 
Wid a runnin’ jump an’ a hop an’ a skip. 


EE a 
De Guinny-hens hollér, an den Miss Oost se 
Dey holler an’ say, ‘‘Sump’n done got loose! *"* 

De Jay-bird speak ter squawkin’ Crow, 
‘‘ What you speck it is, I'd like ter know?" 
Brer Rabbit went along walkin’ pidjin-toed, 
An’ eve’ything he met gi’ ’im mo’ dan de road ! 
Dey squeal’d an’ dey squalled, den dey broke an’ run— 
Dey done des like Brer Rabbit had a gun! 


So said, so done;-an’ when he got throo 
He look like Satan wid his Hullabaloo! 
A gal drivin’ shotes come singin’ along, 
She seed Brer Rabbit an’ hushed her song, 

An’ den, a-gruntin’ der can'ts an’ der coulds, 
Dey rushed away like a storm in de woods! 
Brer Wolf come along, an’ he shied like a hoss, 
An' I boun’ you he tuck de nigh cut across! 


. 


Mis’ B’ar drapped her pairsol an’ skinned up a tree— 
A mighty sate plan ez you'll all agree ! 

Ez ter Kliba an’ Klubs, dey wuz bofe done gone, 
A-blatin’ like dey wish dey’d never been bo’n ! 

Brer Rabbit tuck de pairsol an’ march ’roun de tree, 
Wid Mis’ B’ar a-squallin’, ‘‘ Please don’t git me !” 
Atter so long a time Brer Rabbit went home, 
A-singin’ de song, ‘‘ I’m ableege ter roam,” 


‘I’m the animule what choked the Cow, 


I bites an’ scratches, I kicks an’ butts, 
I eats folks alive, an’ chaws up der bones 
I des e’t a man, which his name wuz Jones !” 
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when the little"boy came to pay his daily visit to 
heard the old man talking, and concluded that he 
company. So he lingered about the humble door-step for some 
time before venturing in. _When he did go in, he was astonished to find 
that there was no one in the cabin but Uncle Remus. “I thought I heard 
you talking to some one,” he remarked. ‘‘I speck you did,” replied the 
old man. “TI bleeze ter talk ter some body, fer ter keep fum feelin’ lone- 
some, an’ when dey ain’t nobody else 'roun’ I des whirls in an’ talks ter myse’f.” 
“It’s allers been mighty funny ter me,” Uncle Remus went on, “ dat de 
creeturs know’d what dey know’d in times 'way back yander. Dey know’d 
mighty nigh ez much ez dey ain’t know, an’ you can’t say dat’ "bout folks 


“ Brer B’ar, he spoken up-an’ say, sezee, ‘We wuz des a-lookin’ at 
deze tracks in de road, wonderin’ who drapt um an’ whar he come fum.’ 
Brer Rabbit, he say, sezee, ‘I know mighty well de one dat made um. He’s 
been run out’n one county, an’ now he’s come over here fer ter be de cause er 
trouble. Ef we all stood tergedder he’d be run out’n dis county, same ez 
dey runs him out’n all de counties whar he tries fer ter settle down. It ain't 
nobody in de roun’ worl’ but Mr. No-Claws-Mo-Claws, an’ ef you-all want 
ter run ‘im off I'll j’ine you, an’ ef you won't do that, I’ll run ’im out by 
myse’f; I'll say dat much. When it comes ter doin’. what oughter be done, 
here’s what'll do it!’ . 
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“ He wuz playin’ all by his own ‘lone se’f. He'd run *roun’ a tree, 
den he’d hug it an’ jump ’way fum it like he wuz skeer’d. When he seed 
de yuther creeturs what went wid Brer Rabbit, he looked at um an’ grinned. 
Dis make um mad, an’ Brer Fox, he say, sezee, ‘ Don’t you dast ter grin at 
1¢, you gran’ rascal! I’m come fer ter run you out’n de county!’ 
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So Uncle Remus made himself a little more comfortable on his shoe- 
bench, and began: ‘‘ Soon one mornin’ Brer B’ar, Brer Wolf, an’ Brer Fox 
wuz gwine home fum de night’s promernade, when right in de middle er de 
big road dey seed a quare-lookin’ track—not one, but a whole passel un um. 
‘ Who’s dis?’ says Brer B’ar. ‘It’s a bran’-new thing ter me,’ says Brer 
Wolf. ‘It’s a track dat’s bigger dan mine,’Says Brer Fox; an’ dar dey stood, 
lookin’ an’ wonderin’. 
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“ Well, dey stood dar, rollin’ der min’s over an’ tryin’ fer ter make 
um up like yo’ great-gran’-mammy use ter make up her feather bed. Brer 
Rabbit, watchin’ um, kinder smole a little smile, an’ "low, sezee, ‘ Ef youer 
skeer'’d, ol’ frien’s, we'll drap de whole business an’ say no mo’ ’bout it.’ 


Brer B’ar, Brer Wolf, an’ Brer Fox look kinder sheepish. Brer B’ar kinder’ 


shuffled roun’ like a flea’ wuz bitin’ him, an’ atter so long a time Brer Fox 
spoken up an’ say, sezee, 
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“ Dis make the creetur grin all de mo’, an’ Brer Rabbit "low, sezee, 
‘ You ain’t gwine ter put up wid dat, is you, Brer Fox?’ An’ Brer Fox, bein’ 
natchally kinder biggity, run at Mr. No-Claws-Mo-Claws wid his mouf wide 
open, an’ he come mighty nigh not runnin’ back ag'in, kaze de creetur at de 
tree wan’t nobody in de roun’ worl’ but ol’ Brer Wil’cat, an’ he come mighty 
nigh strippin’ off all de cloze dat Brer Fox had on—an’ he ain't fetch ‘im but 
two swipes at dat. 
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“ An’ whiles dey wuz doin’ dis, here come ol’ Brer Rabbit down de 
road, fresh fum some er his pirootin’s. He say, sezee, ‘ Hello, ol’ frien’s an’ 
neighbors! What you doin’ here, when, by good rights, you. oughter be 
at home wid yo’ specktable famblies? ’ ‘ 


‘* We'll all go wid you, Brer Rabbit, long ez de journey may be,’ an’ 
wid dat dey put out fer ter foller de tracks what dey seed in de road. ‘ Twan’t 
long ’fo’ dey come up wid Mr. No-Claws-Mo-Claws. 


“ Brer Rabbit, he "low, ‘ Brer Fox, I’m afeard you'll hatter git yo’ ol’ 


‘oman fer ter patch yo’ hide, kaze dis islots wuss dan de Tar-baby trouble 
what you got me in!’ ” 
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E fust news you know,” remarked Uncle Remus, as the little boy 

leaned against the shoe-bench, “ you'll be settin’ on dat wax, an’ 

den whar’ll you be, an’ what'll yo’ mammy say? It’s de same kinder 
wax dat ol’ Brer Fox made de tar-baby out’n, an’ it’s got a mighty habit er 
holdin’ on when once it gits a grip on you. I had a tale on my min’, but 
you done druv it clean away. “Bout de time Brer Rabbit wuz so thick 
wid ol’ Brer B’ar, it come "bout dat de creeturs jine in an’ make ‘im de Judge 
er de court-house—an’ dey does say dat ol’ Brer B’ar made a mighty good 
Judge, ’speshually when he put on his specks, an’ cle’r’d his th’oat, an’ tuck 
a pinch er snuff. 


“ But, he ain’t gone so mighty fur ‘fo’ he turn in de bushes, an’ run 
throo de underbresh twel he cotch a glimp’ er Brer Fox ez he went inter 
de woods on de yuther side er de road. Brer Rabbit foller so he kin keep 
bofe eyes on Brer Fox—an’ he kep’ um dar, mon! 
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“ But dey wuz one thing dat happen dat Brer Rabbit ain’t count on; 
his chillun, eatin’ de goobers, scattered de hulls ali over de yard, an’ when 
Brer Fox went on home, atter he fin’ his basket empty, he seed um, an’ den 
he know right whar his goobers done gone. He say ter hisse’f, ‘I'll git him! ’ 
He foun’ some er de hulls out in de road, whar Brer Rabbit's chillun been 
_ playin’ an’ he picked um up an’ put um in his pocket. 
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“*Long "bout dat time wuz de famishin’ time, an’ de creetirs hatter 
scramble ‘roun’ might’ly ef dey got one full meal a day; it wuz de time when 
dey wuz all a-huntin’ fer de gol’-min’ I done tol’ you "bout. Well, one day, 
whiles Brer Rabbit wuz meanderin’ down de big road, who should he meet 
but ol’ Brer Fox? an’ mo’ dan dat, Brer Fox had a basket, an’ de basket lookt 
like it wuz full er sump’n. 


“ Brer Fox went on, he did, an’ lier; on an’ on, an’ 
still Brer Rabbit foller. Bimeby, he come ter a clump er bushes, an’ in dar, 
clean out’n sight, he put his basket, an’ kivver’d it wid leaves an’ trash, kaze 
Brer Rabbit seen ‘im when he done it. Den Brer Fox went off ter whar 
he been diggin’ an’ grabblin’ fer gol’. Brer Rabbit watch ‘im mighty close, 
an’ den he crope back ter de big road, so Brer Fox can’t see ‘im, an’ when 
he got dar, he run like a race-hoss twel he got home. Dar he got ’im a bag, 
an’ went flyin’ back. Den he crope ter whar Brer Fox had hid his basket, 
scraped off de leaves an’ trash, an’ put de goobers in his bag; an’ atter he 
got um all, he put de leaves an’ trash back whar he foun’ um, an’ went on 
home. 


“Den he went right straight ter ol’ Judge B’ar an’ put in his com- 
plaints, an’ de Judge say he wuz de one fer ter see things righted. . He sont 
Brer Wolf ter Brer Rabbit wid a soupbean, an’ he hatter go ter de court- 
house an’ stan’ trial. 
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“ Dey passed de time er day, an’ Brer Rabbit "low, ‘ What dat you ge ’ 


‘ot 
Brer Fox?’ ‘ Parched goobers, Brer Rabbit.’ Brer Rabbit come mighty 
nigh drappin’ in his tracks; he "low, ‘My goodness, Brer Fox! don’t tell me 
dat; you'll make my mouf water an’ dribble fum here plumb home. + Parched 
goobers! Le’ me go!’ an’ wid dat, he put out up de road like de dogs wuz 
atter ‘im. 
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‘Once dar, him an’ his chillun an’ his ol’ oman had a big time wid 
de goobers.” ‘ Wasn’t that stealing?” asked the child. ‘‘Not-in dem 
days,” responded Uncle Remus. ‘“‘ Dey ain’t had no Bibles an’ no preachers, 
an’ dey ain’t know right fum wrong; ef dey know’'d right fum lef’ nobody 
ain’t tol me "bout it. 
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“Dis kinder tarrified Brer Rabbit, kaze he ain’t usen ter dat kinder 
doin’s, an’ when dey put ’im on de stan’ all he kin say is ter wobble his nose 
an’ wiggle his mouf. Den Judge B’ar turn ter Brer Fox, ‘ Wuz de goobers 
parched?’ Brer Fox say dey mos’ sholy wuz, an’ de Judge, he say, ‘ Brer 
Rabbit, I’m 'shame’ er de way you done Brer Fox, an’ I pass dis remittance 
on you: Plant some parched goobers, an’ when you raise a crap un um, pay 
Brer Fox back all you owes him! Now, den, I'll rejourn de court.’ "’ 
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AR once wuz a time when most er de creeturs 


An’ dey ‘semble’, dey did, grass an’ meat eaters, 
Browsers an’ grazers, an’ likewiss de bone-scrapers, 


Got mighty tired er Brer Rabbit’s capers, 


Ker ter see what dey kin do. 
Dar wuz ol’ Brer Fox, suh, wid his black socks, suh, 
An’ a heap er creeturs dat I don’t hatter mention; 
Some bow-legged an’ some knock-kneed in de hocks, suh, 
An’ dey ali agree fer ter hol’ a convention 


Dey sont 
Ter ax 


mn 
a runner atter ol’ Brer Babbit 
‘im ter call an’ ’ten’ de convention; 


But ol’ frien’ Wobble-nose had a quare habit 
Er knowin’ a thing befo’ it wuz mention’, 


An he come ‘fo’ he got de word. 


Well, de creeturs grinned when Brer Buzzard riz, suh, 
An’ made a big fuss accordin’ ter der natur’, 

Ez fer ol’ Rrer Rabbit, de pleasure wuz al! his, suh- 
De ridin’ wuz.easy ez eatin’ tater 


Relies Eto 


When it’s b’iled an’ made inter pie! 
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Brer B'ar wuz dar, wid his bid fur suit on, 


Fer ter stop Brer Rabbit's pranks. 


An’ ol’ Brer Wolf fetched his big howl along, 


An’ when eve’ything wuz ready, wid a long, loud hoot on, 


Here come ol’ Simon Swamp Ow! along, 
A-tootin’ of his too-whoo. 


He wiggle his nose, an’ wunk his eye 
‘* Here sho is de man I wants ter see, suh! 
Brer Buzzard I’m tryin’ ter |’arn how ter fly!" 
An’ c’ose Brer Buzzard gi’ his agree, suh, 
An’ all un um say he’s a ’commydatin’ bird! 


F Kaze under bofe wings he had a paw, suh, . 
An’, when Brer Buzzard try fer ter drap ‘im, 
He'd scratch an’ tickle im wid his claw, suh; 
An’ when Brer Buzzard try fer ter flap 'im, 
He’d scratch an’ wink his eye! 
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Brer Fox, he ‘low he'll gi’ a pot er gol’, suh, 
Ter de man what kin tol Brer Rabbit off, suh; 
Brer Buzzard say, “ I’m a-gittin’ ol’, suh, 
But I'll try my han,” an’ den he cough, suh, 
An’ de rest un um bowed dere thanks 
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Now, ol’ Brer B’ar wuz a-settin’ in de cheer, suh, 
So he stand up an’ move a motion; 
He up an’ ‘low, “‘ Le’s erso’v right here, suh, 
Fer ter thank Brer Buzzard whiles we’re in de notion, 
An’ not put it off ter some yuther day.” 


An’ den dey had it up an’ down, suh, 
*Sputin’ ‘bout what dey oughter do, 


Some wanter gi’ ‘im a fiower crown, suh, 
Ef he rid Brer Rabbit up dar in de blue, 
An’ drap ‘im when he got half-way. 


An’ den Brer Buzzard half spread his wing, suh 
He try ter look young, but he wuz ol’ suh- 
He try ter strut an’ walk wid a swing, suh; 
He wuz dreamin’ "bout dat pot er gol’, suh, 
An’ what he wuz gwine fer ter buy. 


An’ wid his claws he tuck an’ steered ‘im 
Fum post ter pillar in de deep blue, svh; 
He'd holia an’ laugh—all de creeturs heer’d *im— 
You know how you'd feel ef it hab been you, sub, 
A-waitin’ fer some un ter fall! 


Brer Buzzard ain’t skacely got thoo wid his pride, suh, 
’Fo’ Brer Rabbit lit tight tween his floppers, 
Wid, ‘“‘ Now, hump yo’se’f, an’ gi’ me a ride, suh, 
Ef you don’t I'll hit—I'll hit you some whoppers 
When I git you up dar in de sky!” 


When ol’ Brer Rabbit got tired er ridin’, 
He steered Brer Buzzard right straight ter de groun’, suh, 
An’ den an’ dar went right inter hidin’. 
When de creeturs come up he couldn’t be foun’, suh, 
An’ I speck an’ I reckon dat’s all! 
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HERE had been silence in the cabin for a long ten minutes, and Uncle Remus, looking up, saw a threat 


| of sleep in the little boy’seyes. Whereupon he plunged headlong into a story without a word of explanation. 
' “ Well, suh, one year it fell out dat de craps wuz burnt up. A dry drouth had done de work, an’ ef 


you'd ’a’ struck a match anywhar in dat settlement, de whole county would ’a’ blazed ‘up. Ol’ man Hongriness 
des natchally tuck of his cloze an’ went paradin’ 'bout eve'ywhar, an’ de creeturs got bony an’ skinny. Ol’ Bre: 
B’ar done better dan any un um, kaze all he hatter do wuz go ter sleep an’ live off’n his own fat; an’ Brer Rabbit 
an’ his ol’ oman had put some calamus root by, an’ saved up some sugar-cane dat dey fin’ lyin’ 'roun’ loose, an’ 
dey gotlong purty well. But de balance er de creeturs wuz dat ga'nt dat dey ain't got over it down ter dis day. 
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“ me laughed, some grinned an’ some gapped, an’, atter jowerin’ some mo’, dey all put out ter whar 
der Rahm = fein’ at: but I boun’ you dey ain't fergit "bout dat gol’ mine, kaze, fum dat time on, go whar 


g y iggi i i y i fields, some in de 
you mou h ou'd ketch some er de creeturs diggin’ an’ grabblin’ in de groun’, some in de ds, , d 
woods, an’ pot in de big road , an’ dey wuz so weak an’ hongry dat dey kin skacely grabble fer fallin’ down. 

’ 


mel 


ae 


woth y 
Fw Uf. 
- Bhd . 


af alti i 
y 


Pa 


“*Run here, Brer Rabbit! I done foun’ it!’ Brer B’ar an’ Brer Fox wuz bofe diggin’ close by, an’ Brer 
Rabbit kinder wunk one eye at de elements; he say, sezee, ‘ Glad I is fer yo sake, Brer Wolf; git yo’ gol’ an’ ’joy 
yo’se'l!’ Brer Wolf say, ‘Come git some, Brer Rabbit! Come git some! : Ol Brer Rabbit ‘spon ’ ae ll take de 
leavin’s, Brer Wolf; you take what you want, an’ den when you done got nough ] i get de leetle bit I want. 
Brer Wolf say, ‘I wanter show you sump’n.’ Brer Rabbit "low, ‘My eyes ain’t big fer nothin’. Brer Wolf 
say, ‘I got a secret I wanter tell you.’ Brer Rabbit ‘lew, ‘ My y’ears ain’t long fer nothin’. Des stan’ dar an 
do yo’ whisperin’, Brer Wolf, an’ I'll bear eve’'y word you say. 
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“De creeturs had der meetin’-place, whar dey could all set ‘rowan’ an’ talk de kind er politics dey had, 
des like folks does at de cross-roads grocery. One day, whiles dey wuz all settin’ an’ squottin’ ’roun’, jowerin’ 
an’ confabbin’, Brer Rabbit, he up ’n’ say, sezee, dat ol’ Mammy-Bammy-Big-Money tol’ his great gran’daddy 
dat dar wuz a mighty big an’ fat gol’ mine in deze parts, an’ he say dat he wouldn't be 'tall 'stonished ef ’twant 
some’rs close ter Brer B’ar’s house. Brer B’ar, he growled, he did, an’ say dat de gol’ mine better not let him 
fin' it, kaze atter be got done wid it, dey won't be no gol’ mine dar. 
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““ Well, dis went on fer de longest, but bimeby, one day, dey all ’gree dat sump’n bleeze ter be done, an’ 
dey say dey’ll all take one big hunt fer de gol’ mine, an’ den quit. Dey hunted in gangs, wid de gangs not fur 
fum one an’er, an’ it so happen dat Brer Rabbit wuz in de gang wid Brer Wolf, an’ he know’d dat he hatter 
keep his eyes wide open. All de creeturs hatter dig in diffunt places, an’ whiles Brer Rabb't want much uv a 
grabbler, he had a way ex makin’ de yuthers b’lieve dat he wuz de best er de lot. So he made a heap er motion 
like he wuz t’arin’ up de yeth. Dey ain’t been gwine on dis away long fo’ Brer Wolf holler out, 


“ Brer Wolf ain’t say nothin’, but make out he’s grabblin’, an’ den, all of a sudden, he made a dash at 
Brer Rabbit, but when he git whar Brer Rabb t wuz at, Brer Rabbit ain’t dar no mo’; he done gone. Weak an’ 
hongry ez he is, Brer Wolf know dat he can’t ketch Brer Rabbit, an’ so he holler out, ‘ What's yo’ hurry, Brer 
Rabbit? Whar you gwine?’ Brer Rabbit holler back, ‘I’m gwine home atter a bag fer ter tote de gol’ you 
gwine leave me! So long, Brer Wolf; I wish you mighty well!’ an’ wid dat he put out fer home.” 
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OT many er de creeturs wuz fon’ er water, 
Onless it mought ’a’ been Brer Coon's daughter; 
Brer B’ar, Brer Fox, an’ ol’ Brer Rabbit, 
Dey vow'd dey can’t never git in de habit 
Er wadin’ de creek, er swimmin’ de river— 
When it come ter dat, dey’d 1 in-ter kivver! 
When folks come ‘long fer ter git across, 
De creeturs tuck notice dat dey rid a hoss. 


| a 


ri 


\“ But it seem like ter me dat I knows whar a hoss is 
} He's away back yan’ whar two roads crosses, 

An’ I'll meet you dar termorrer mornin’, 
Des "bout de time when day’s a-dewnin’”’ 
Brer Fox, he say, ‘‘ 1 hear yo’ sesso, 

An’ ef I ain’t sick I'll be dar desso!”’ 
Brer Rabbit tip his hat, wid, “* So-long, frien’; 


We'll git de hoss, you may depen’. 
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Den he say out loud, “ Good luck done sont ‘im, 

An’ laid *im down right whar you want ‘im! i 

- Ef youer tied ter his tail, you kin sholy ho! im, 
—- An’ mo’ dan dat, you kin trip ‘im an’ roll ‘im! 

So said, so done ! an’ dar Brer Fox wuz, 

Richt close ter de place whar a heap er knocks wuz ! 
Brer Rabbit, he holla, ‘ Hol’ ‘im down! hol’ im down! 


Des make ‘im stay right spang on de groun’!"’ 
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Brer Fox, he say he wish he had one, _ 
, An’ 'mongst all de yuthers he'd be de glad un; 
He’d git a bridle an’ a bran’ new saddle, 
An’ git on de hoss an’ ride ’im straddle ; 
a He say, sezee, ‘‘ He’d do some trottin’, 
Kaze when I git started, I’m a mighty hot un!” 
Brer Rabbit, he smole a great big smile, 
Wid, “I can’t ride myse’f, kaze I got a b’ile! 


Long ’fo’ de time, Brer Rabbit wuz a-stirrin’, 
An’ he chuckle ter hisse’f like a cat a-purrin’; 
De Joss wuz stretched out asleep in de pastur’; 
Brer Rabbit went up des ez close ez he dast ter, 
Fer ter see ef he ‘live: hoss switched his tail, suh! 
“Dis time we’ll git you widout fail, suh!” 
So Brer Rabbit say; den he seed Brer Fox— i 
“An’ an’er fine gent fer ter git in a box!” 


cot ME? (*374~. 4 


De hoss, he riz wid a snort an’ a whicker, 
An’ showed dat he wuz sump’n uv a kicker! 
An’ den an’ dar, Brer Rabbit 'gun ter snicker, 
Wid, “ Hol’ ’im, Brer Fox! ‘twon’t do ter flicker! 
Ef you make ’im stan’ sti!l, you kin ride ’im de quicker!” iii 
De hoss, he r’ar’d an’ raise a mighty dust up, 1] 
An’ fust thing you know, Brer Rabbit hear a, bust-up! i} 
“1 hope, Brer Fox, dat you ain’t much hurt 
But yo’ wife’ll be mad, kaze you done tored yo’ shirt!" 
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pe ON, 


he began to unburden his mind of a story before the little boy 


So he lay down on de leg er mutton, wid his appletite done gone, an’ 
had time to turn around. 


study how in de name er goodness he gwineter git out’n de fix what he done 


\y"e Uncle Remus was in the humor, it frequently happened that 


One time—I dunner when ner wharbouts, but ’way back dar in de 
times an’ places what chillun dreams about, an’ ol’ folks done fergot —Brer 
Tiger wuz gwine ‘long one day, when he seed sump’n dat look like a house, 
an’ in dat house dar wuz a quarter er mutton. He kinder grinned, he did, 
an’ he went in fer ter see how de mutton gwineter tas’e. He kinder pulled it 
‘roun’ an’ when he done dat, he hear sump’n click an'‘drap, an’ dar he wuz 
in de trap what Mr. Man done sot fer o!’' Brer Wolf. Brer Tiger walked 
*roun’ an’ 'roun’, but he don't see no way fer ter git out. 


got hisse’fin. ‘Twant so mighty long ‘fo’ here come Brer Fox lopin’ ‘long. 
Brer Tiger say, ‘‘ Hello, Brer Fox! whar you gwine an’ what yo’ hurry?” 
Brer Fox ’spon’, ‘I dunner who you is ner what you is, but I’m a-gwine 
whar I'm a-gwine, an’ dat he’ps on my hurry.”’ Brer Tiger say, ‘‘ Here I 
is right at home, an’ wid vittles a-plenty an’ ter spar’. Brer Fox ax ‘im 
how come he ter have sech a fine house, an’ Brer Tiger say dat Mr. Man 
gun it ter him, an’ mo’ dan dat, he has his vittles fotch right whar he kin 
git it, an’ he mos’ allers has mo’ dan what he kin eat. 


Den Brer Fox see de quarter er mutton, an’ de sight make ‘im dribble 
at de mouf. He say, ‘‘ What you gwine do wid dat?’’ an’ Brer Tiger say 
he gwinter fling it away when he git tired er lookin’ at it. Dis make Brer 
Fox open his eyes. He say, ‘‘ My goodness! you must be mighty rich!” 
Brer Tiger say he des comfuttable well off, an’ he tell Brer Fox dat ef he 
want a rasher er mutton, all in de worl’ he got ter do is ter onlatch de do’ 
an’ come in an’ git it. 


Bimeby Brer Rabbit come ‘long des a-hoppin’ an’ a-skippin’ an’ doin’ 
like he feelin’ mighty good. He see Brer Fox, an’ he say, ‘“* Whar you git 
yo’ fine house, Brer Fox? an’ what you done done wid yo’ ol’ ’oman an’ 
all de chillun?"’ Den Brer Fox up an’ tol’ ‘im how he got in dar, an’ ax 
‘im fer ter please open de do’. Brer Rabbit say he don’t nigh b’lieve what 
Brer Fox teli ‘im. He say he don’t b’lieve dat Brer Tiger kin git in dat place. 


So said, so done; an’ when Brer Fox slip in, Brer Tiger, he slip out an ee ba ald 
fasten de do’, an’ dar ol’ Brer Fox wuz. He got a full meal!’s vitties, but Purty nigh all de*creeturs come by--Brer B'ar, Brer Wolf, an’ de 
when he wanter git out, he foun’ de do’ shot, wid ol’ Brer Tiger settin’ off rest un um an’ Brer Fox ax um fer ter please onlatch de do’ an’ let him 
in de bushes pullin’ his side-whiskers. Brer Fox holler, but he aint git no come out, but when dey fin’ out dat Brer Tiger got ’imin dar, dey shuck der 
answer, an’ down he lay an’ tuck a nap. heads an’ went on ‘bout der business. 


He talk so loud dat Brer Tiger hear ‘im, an’ come sa'nterin’ up, fer ter 
hear what kinder ‘spute gwine on. Brer Rabbit make out he aint see Brer h de : . 
Tiger, an’ he talk like he mad; he say, “ You know mighty well dat Bret Fox; I wanter show Brer Rabbit dai he aint smart ez he think he is.”” Well, 
liver aint been in dat place, kaze he can’t git in dar. Brer Tiger up an Brer Fox he come out, an’ Brer Tiger went in, an’ when he done dat, Brer 

“I sho wuz in der, Brer Rabbit!” Brer Rabbit say, ‘“ You may talk Ponbit latch de do’, an’ say, ‘It seem like ter me dat I hear yo’ ol’ ’oman 
, de face, bofe un you; but I never 1s ter b’lieve cailin’ you, Brer Fox!” an’ dey bofe mosied off. 


Wid dat, Brer Tiger onlatch de do’, an’ say, ‘‘ Come out a minnit, Brer 


Twant long 'fo? Mr. Man come ‘long an’ say, “‘ Youer de mos’ ring- 
Streakedy an’ stripedy Wolf what I y’ever laid eves on, but I speck I kin 
he’p you fer ter stay in dar!” 


dat away twei youer black 
it twel I see it."’ 
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H, one bright day in de middle er May, 
Brer Rabbit wuz feelin’ fine; 


** Oh, fur an’ free,’’ sezee, “ siree, 
No gal kim change my min’!” 
He tuck ter de road, an’ never know'd Brer Tarrypin, sly, he wunk one eye, 
De place whar he wuz gwine! Un’neat’ his green-gourd vine! 
He holla‘an’ say, “‘ Whar you gwine dis day, 
Wid yo’ pipe an’ walkin’-cane ? " 
Brer Rabbit wave his han’ like a gal do her fan— 
‘* My heart’s "bout ter bust wid pain; 


i “a 
eR ner: 


So, off he put, on his nimbles’ foot, 
Wid a grin, a laugh, an’ a covgh; 


*Twuz a mill-pon’ Achin', an’ he lef’ om a-vrishin’ 
Dat de win’ don’t blow fum ce sorf! 
Ter Miss Motts an’ Miss Meadows, an’ ail de udders, An’ de creeturs 2i!, bofe long an’ tz! 


He tell what ‘uz gwineter come ofi! An’ dem no bigger dan a dwarf— 


Drer Wolf an’ Brer 3’ar,—all say dey’d be dar, 
An’ dey promise fer ter fetch a seine; 
Dey ‘gree ter de day, ou' @rer Pabbit say 
Dat dey don’t hatter come ef it rain; 


We got ter have light when we play at night, 
Fer ter see how ter git about, 

We'll drag wid de seine--ef we don’t drag in vain, 
We'll have good reason ter shout!" 


He look ag’in—" She sho fell in, 

An’ we got ter git her out; 
Ef she stays in de pon’, it’s ‘ good-bye, John!’ 
»uv da in’t no doubt, oe 
en ee But when it come ter seinin’, dar wuz some complainin 

‘Bout who wuz ter do it all, 

Dey all make out dat dey wanter wade out, 

Put it fell on dem dat wuz tall: 
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“Pll git sollumcholic ef I don’t have a frolic, 
My head’ll git flabby an’ swink ; 
My day’ll be done ef I don’t have some fun— I chaw de pine-bud, kaze I'm "bout ter lose my cud 
“Dey’ll call me Sunday-Jane! An’ some nights I don’t sleep a wink! 
Ef I bas ter set still, oh, I’ll w’ar de green willow, 
An’ go in mo’nin’ wid de Mink! 
But I bet you a hat dat ’fo’ I does dat, 
I'l! show um al] a new kink!” 


I’m a heap too nice, | ain’t laugh’d but twice 
Sence de big Jinawafy rain; 


So said, so done, an’ when de time come, Brer Rabbit wuz dar, wid Miss Mojly Bar’, 
De big road ez weil ez de lane A-waitin’ fer de fun ter begin; 
Wuz filled wid a crowd, all talkin’ out loud, He shuck his shank, an’ wen! ter de bank, 
An’ a-prankin’ wid might an’ main! An’ make like he gwincter jump in! 
But de sight dat he saw made ‘im drap his jaw, 
An’ break up a great big grin! 
He sez ter Brer Coon, “ Run here an’ see de Moon! 
A-fioatin’ widout a fin!” 


la eee by tf i a P 
Brer B’ar, he laugh k a staff, 
Brer Wolf say he fear’d he’d fall, 
But he tuck his place wid a mighty wry face, An’ den dey all, wid a kick an’ a squall, 
An’ when dey ‘gun ter haul. Wid a squeal an’ den a lunge, 
Grabbed at de water—which dey hadn't oughter. 
Went over der heads wid a splunge; 
Brer Rabbit bent double, “‘ Oh, all er yo’ trouble 
Fills me full er fun-unj-unj!" 


: SO 
“ Oh, you better bet dis water’s wet! 
I feel des like a spomge!”’ 
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“IT ain’t never told yo’ about de rastlin’ match dat ol’ Brer, Rabbi 
got up ’twix’ Brer B’ar an’ Brer Tiger, has 1?” remarked Uncle Remus to the 
little boy. ‘‘ Well, one day, whiles ol’ Brer Rabbit wuz settin’ on de 
fence, waitin’ fer sump’n ter happen, he see de dus’ rise, an’, bimeby, here 
come Brer B’ar a-polin’ down de road. It seem like dat Brer B’ar had 
des got grow’d up, an’ now he wuz gwine out in de worl’ fer ter kinder 
scramble ’roun’ an’ make his own livin’. Brer Rabbit ax ’im what he got 
in de bag on his back, an’ Brer B’ar say it’s sev’m pieces er honey-in-de- 
com’ what his daddy gun ’im. He say it’s honey what’s got cunjur’ in it, 
kaze whosomever tas’es a piece un it will hatter rastle wid ‘im sev’m lIcng 
year, er gi’ hinrall dey got. Brer Rabbit kinder grin, an’ say dat he’s a 
better runner dan what he is a rastler; an’ den dey so-longed. 
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“ Bimeby, here come ol’ Brer Tiger, wid his tongue hangin’ oyt like te 
had~a red piece er flannel in his mouf. He howdied ter Brer Rabbit, an’ 
Brer Rabbit howdied back. Brer Tiger, he say, ‘Humph! whiles I cqmin’ 
down de road, I been smellin’ sump’n des like when you cut: down a bee- 
tree. I smells it yit... Den Brer Rabbit up an’ tell ‘im "bout Brer B’ar an’ 
de sev’m pieces er honey-in-de-com’. He say, ‘I ain’t hab a tas’e wun it, 
kaze I ain’t got no notion er rastlin’ sev’m long year.’ Den he tell Brer 
Tiger dat ef he wuz a big man like him, he’d ’a’ done had some er dat honey. 
‘Come go wid me,’ sez Brer Tiger, sezee, ‘an’ see me down ‘im!’ an’ ol’ 
Brer Rabbit, he went "long ’twix’ a gallop an’ a giggle. 
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“Dey went on, an’ went on, twel bimeby dey come ter whar Brer B’ar 
had gone inter camp at. He wuz settin’ down eatin’ some er de honey- 
in-de-com’, an’ it look so good it make Brer Tiger fair dribble at de mouf. 
He sot down an’ got up, an’ sot down an’ got up, des like de gals does when 
deyer restless in de min’. Brer B’ar say he’d like mighty well fer ter gi’ 
Brer Tiger some er de honey-in-de-com’, kaze dar wuz de greates’ plenty, 
but he don’t wanter git nobody in trouble. Brer Tiger say he done got usen 
ter trouble long ‘fo’ he cut his toofies; an’ den he say dat Brer B’ar is stingy. 
Brer Rabbit up an’ ax Brer B’ar ef he gwineter set dar flat-footed an’ take 
dat kinder talk. Brer Tiger ’low, ‘ Yes, he is; he’s uther skeer’d ter ractle, 
er he’s too mean fer ter gi’ a passin’ frien’ a tas’e er his honey-in-de-com’.’ 


“ Wid dat, Brer B’ar put a piece on de een’ uv a stick, an’ pass it ter Brer 
Tiger, an’ he say, ‘When de wuss come ter de wuss, don’t fergit dat I tol’ 


you i wuz mighty sorry fer you. When you eats: dat honey-in-de-com’, 
you'll hatter rastle me sev’m long year, er gi’ me all yo’ b’longin’s.’ But 
Brer Tiger tuck 'n’ e’t de honey-in-de-com’, an’ when he git much ez he want, 
he say he b’lieve he'll go home an’ see how his ol’ ’oman gittin’ on. Brer 
B’ar slap at a wil’ bee flyin’ ’roun’ his head, but he ain’t say nothin’. 


“ Brer Tiger start home, but he ain’t gene so mighty fur twel he feel a 
kinder zoonin’ in his y’ears, an’ a kinder creepy-crawly feelin’ on his hide; 
an’ it got so bad dat it seem like he bleeze ter go back ter whar Brer B’ar 
wuz at. 


“Brer Rabbit wuz settin’ dar cross-legged, an’ Brer B’ar wuz layin’ 
back like he mought be dozin’. Brer Tiger tell ’im fer ter wake up, kaze 
he feels so good dat he wanter rastle an’ be done wid it. 


ke it been made fer ter fit his face. 
Dey off’a wid der jackets, an’ got ready. Brer B’ar say he’ll gi’ eh oe 
de all-under holt, an’ not use de inturn, ner de ham twist, er knee-loc . Bape 
he grab Brer Tiger, an’ helt ’im close unter his beheavin’ rreaen er — : 
in his face an’ eyas, an’ den fell sprawlin’ all over im, an den cuffed hi 
time er two des fer good luck. 


“Soon nex’ mornin’ when Brer B’ar call on ‘im ter come out an’ rastle 
some mo’ he begged fer ter be scuzened, an’ wid dat, ol’ Brer Rabbit say, 
‘Brer Tiger, what you need isa change,’ an’ he move out, an’ fum dat time 
plum twel now, Brer B’ar stays-on de hills, an’ Brer Tiger live in de jingle- 


“When Brer Tiger come ter hisse’f, he say dat he ain’t in de habits 
jungle.” 


er rastlin’. His britches wuz split, an’ he looked a naked sight. 
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ie eats des sech a day ez dis dat Mr. Lion lost his wool,” remarked Uncle Remus to the little boy, 


ei 


“Mr. Man tuck a notion dat de time done come fer him fer ter have a hog-killin’, an’ he got 

‘im a big barrel, an’ fill it half full er water fum de big springs. Den he piled up "bout a cord 
er wood, an’ ez he piled, he put rocks ‘twix’ de logs, an’ den he sot de wood afier at bofe een’s an’ in de 
middle. ‘Twan’t long ‘fo’ dey had de hogs killt, an’ eve’ything ready fer ter scrape de ha’r off. Den he 
tuck de red-hot rocks what he put in de fire, an’ flung um in de barrel whar de water wuz, an’ "twan’t 
long, mon, ‘fo’ dat water wuz ready fer ter bile. Den dey tuck de hogs, one at a time, an’ soused um 
in de water, an’ time dey tuck um out, he ha’r wuz ready fer ter drap out by de roots. Den dey’d scrape 
un wid sticks an’ chips, an’ dey aint leave a ha’r on um. 


“ Well, bimeby, dey had all de hogs killt an’ cleaned, an’ hauled off, an’ when eve’ything wuz still 
ez a settin’ hen, ol’ Brer Rabbit stuck his head out fum behine a bush whar he been settin’ at. He «+ 
stuck his head out, he did, an’ look all ‘roun’, an’ den he went whar de fier wuz an’ try fer ter warm 
hisse’f. He aint been dar long ‘fo’ here come Brer Wolf an’ Brer Fox, an den he got busy. 
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“He had a mane fum his head plum ter de een’ er his tail, an’ in some places it wuz so long it 
drug on de groun’—dat what make all de creeturs ‘fear’d un ‘im. He growl an’ ax um what dey doin’, 
an’ when Brer Rabbit tell ‘im, he say dat’s what he long been needin’. ‘ How does you git in?’ ‘ Des 
back right in,’ sez ol’ Brer Rabbit, sezee, an’ wid dat. 


“He say, ‘Hello, frien’s! howdy an’ welcome! I ’m des fixin’ fer ter take a warm baff like Mr. 
Man gi’ his hogs; wont you j’ine me?’ Dey say dey aint in no hurry, but dey hoip Brer Rabbit put de 
hot rocks in de barrel an’ dey watch de water bubble, an’ bimeby, when eve’ything wuz ready, who 
should walk up but ol’ Mr. Lion? 


‘An’ when he come out, all de wool drap’t out, ‘cep’ de bunch you see on his neck, an’ de leetie 
bit you'll fin’ on de een’ er his tail—an’ dat’d 'a’ come off ef de tail hadn’t ‘a’ slipped thoo de bung-hole 
er de barrel.Y With that, Uncle Remus closed his eyes, but not so tightly that he couldn’t watch the 


, ’ i t, ’ he slipped in plum ter - . . 
“Mr. Lion backed In, an de water wuz re ars ttt age al oF gpa yw he nctter’d oe skeer’d little boy. | For a moment the child said nothing, and then, “T must tell that tale to mother before I 
his shoulder-blades. You kin b’lieve me er not, bu forget it! So saying, he ran out of the cabin as fast as his feet could carry him, leaving Uncle Remus 
eve'ybody fur miles aroun’. shaking with laughter. 
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AV LOOK YERE YO’ WILEY WOLE 1S. GWA 
TER TAKE YO' OBER TER PLAY RIDIN’ 
IN DER BAG W/D BUBB) RABBIT — 
WHEN YO'GITS H//1 IN AIT; LEAB 

BY DE FENCE AN’ RUN! 


WILEY; YOU DONE SHOW 
BvueBY HOw TER PLAY : 
DE GAME O8 RIDIN' IN ; } 
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Howdy! BRER RABBIT! ~/ RECKONED 
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WHILE WE. Al GONE! 
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Kiki /'S WORRIED BRER W Oe oe cee 


/ SURE DO WANT DAT. CARROT 
BUT) 'SPICION 1'S GOT TER 
GODDLE MY BRAIN TER GIT-ATE 


JUSTAH [IAN DONE PIADE 
(ME DAT CRADLE AN'/ 
CAN'T TOTE IT HOMIE! 
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/ 'SPECKS IT WONT 
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SAW vo" FURST! 
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TOTE IT ~ CRAWLUNOER x: DAT CARROT BRER WOLF! 


AN' TOTE IT ON YO' BACKS 
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“( DERE'S NO TELLIN’ WHAT 
FOLKS HIN DO TILL DEY'S. _ 
"BLIGED TO— / WAS "BLIGEO 
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aren worn) y : eS al \4 A i BRER WOLF WAS 'BLIGED 
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WANTS IT BACK! 
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seu wc A co "cee ete AEN ROE EDL LAA LLORAS LEAT A ERE i eT 


i 
AMT 
WaT 

Hit 


Hine] 


NE eee eet te 


FI COULD ONLY BARING * 
DAT TAR BABY TO LIFE, ! 
9SPECKS I'D GIT EBEN 
W/F BRER FOX! 


"s70P! sToPs! 
KEEP AWAY! 


GAD ASIASSY LI! 
IT Att DE TAR 
| BABY!-STOP HIT! HE Att $0 PLEASED TER SEE 
rere YOU | "SPECHKS HE CAN'T 
HOLD HWISSELF —JES' SIEK’ 
YO'SELF TER HUTTE! 


| 


4 


Sunday, August 2,1908 


DERE'S ONLY ONE HIND 0B 
A MAN DAT 1 HNOWS HOW 
TER BRING TER LIFE, AN’ 
DAT'S A OROWN ONE, 50 
TLL DROWN HIM FIRS Tf 


YO’ STAY WHAR Yo' 
4°71 AT=1 AIN?Y YO’ 
‘) DADDY ~ BRER FOX 
‘5S, HAZE HE IADR € 


JES LEAD 
SIE TOHICT 


DIS Art DE WAY TER 
TREAT A DROWN AIAN, SO 
"$PECHS IT OUGHTER 


/ 


fy) — S4ETS YO'IN, JES” 
HUG HIT GOOD 
AN’ TIGHT! 


Zz WWE 


Ho! HO! BREF FOX. - Yo" 


WU2Z SO STUCH ON FIAHIN’ Y 


HIM, 1 'SPECHS YOULL BE 
STUCK WID SUPPORTIA’ 


(WAY! 1HIN FIND 
HONEY: WIF 71 


EYES CLOZED-/ 
SMELLS 7-0UT! 


DAT'S RIGHT - YO! 
NIN’ BLINDFOLD 


1 BET 1 HIN HIDE IT 
WHAR YO’ WON'T 
oir 17! 


’ 


1T AN HID BRER B'AR=— EF 
BRE R FOR 7107 GWIN' ERLONG 


WE AL Gor TQ BE BLINOD- 


FOLOED Too’ 


Alt DE HONE Y= 


\/ S/IELLS or! 


cat 


SUNDAY HERALD 


/HOPES /T AINT 
HID IN A BEE, 
TREE! 


MASS Y! ir 


AM DE i 
TAR BABY! 


oo 


HERE A/T SOME (7IGHTY 

FINE: HONEY = NOW 

LETS SEE. yYO' HIDE 17 
NWHAR. | CAT Gir air t 


BRT 


REMEMBER YO 
1 AS7- TO 400K Fo" 
IP BAAN Dar» ico 
FOLDED! 


OOK OUT. TAR BABY’- 
BRER B’AR AM GWA’ 

| T0 TAKE YER HONEY! 
ae oe 
ban 


Sunday, August 30, 1908 


Dace Vanity - 


‘T (10ST BE BRER 
FABBIT'S HOUSE!’ 


STAY WHAR' Yo's Ar! 
OON'T TECH ATE An’ 
YO' IN NAB IPS 


f'Yo'lLL NAB TO HAB \ 
A PITCH BATTLE 


AFORE YO’ Gér 
DAT HONEY!’ 


DRAWN BY , 
J-M-CONDE. 


HA! HA! BHER RABBIT 
MIAY BE PESHY S/IART 
8UT HE CAN'T SHOW IE 
NOTHIA! EPBOUT 


at etm 
{ AIOE Ff * ; 


V4 RUN AN‘ HIDE 


HONEY tN OVS 
YER HOUSE! | 


(WAT HA’ HAT 
"wR AMF 
BAER 2°98 At 


PP (ETTRTORNBE Hives) LATIN fo denen RET gFmr Tero poner anges 
‘ut F “Te ene , : 


SR tS POR me 


pp PRAWN-BY | 
J-Fi- CONDE 


HWA! HA! HAL WHO ACF 
sSHEERED 08 YO'ALL# 
ee LINE TO SEBO! 
SCOTCH (7E/ 


BRERBAR 
ENPERTAINS © 
Te 


$0 OAT AM BRER BEAR'S 3 
GATE ~'5 PECHS 41'S CWIN 


ee ee 


. b aa Th 
1°S GWIN' TER INVITE 
MR IIAN'S*'OOG6 TER BRER 
B'AR'S CORN ROAST'= YO" 
VES' HIDE AN' TOTE . 
ERLONG AFTER OF/T. 


OAT'S GOOD = WE'LLY! > BAER PABBIE Abe 

Mee oR IS aT Tad vt anor a gerund 

‘OE: | 8EfPLEAsEOiT COME 
‘ &AST TEP} ¥0', CORN ROAST! 


el ans te ue (HOWDE! DE TAR 
eae. Ke i Ba) Baby AN corn’ 
Guesrs! 
MA! HA! HAT 
L°SPECKS DE& 
@ GUESTS ACT 
WARRIVING.. 


2E DOGS AM MIGHTY 
PLEASED TER COME 
‘AN’ 1S SHOWA’ 


YO’ SUPE DO ANOW 
How TER enren Traine 
YO! GUESTS, ORER BAR! 


YO'S JES'IN TIME . : 1 NEY YO’ TAR BABY! 
FO! DE FUN iy 3 : . COMME UP HERE -1'S' 
cB tt Ee wN Sete Gor ORES EAYEO, 

Res BS ate in > > id any nae 
‘ / th EAT, FO' YO" / SURE DO 
4U8 A DOG. 


-- 


WOW YO' DOES 
MI WHAT / TELLS 
| YO’ AN WE'LL 
OONE GET DET? 

FISHES! 


“tf ONCE HEARED 08 


A TARPOM OAT © HP 


» SWALLERED BR 
ELEPHANT AN ' 
_ Hts TRUNK! 


NAL HAL FINOIN' AM 


ALE PINS, $0.1 SPECKS 
, O47 ALT OURS, TAR 
‘Baar! 


peels Hes 


4 
¥ 
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DRAWN BY 


WHAT Hitt 
ER FISH OAT IS! 


‘T APT LUCY Fo’ YO"'’ 
YO' AINT-CAUSE DEY 
4$ DE s710ST FE-E 
ROCIOUS FISH 

WHAT Arq! 


MORNIN’ GRER 
BAR — AM, YO? 

“1A FISHIN! FOR 
TAR PON? 


MASSY! YO'.$WRE 
HAS, Donel 
Corewen.one ! 


'YO'D BETTER LOOK 
OUP -1T P4IGHT BE 


er 


13. SURE All. POW - 
ERFUL war 
FABER 17 AAT. 


HAY AA! HAL: : a 
Peet, yee)” {7 DONE Saved Yo’ 
POseD ON INSTEON \ 4 POLE BREF B'AR— 
08 3EEIN' A, : : BUT DE TARPON Sew 
TAR PON —™@ | Gor'pe} risa [ (SORE ANNA 
BRER FOX f=\fo ‘TY: ; ea ; f FINE FISHER - 
SEBEN FIERCE TARPONS 
OONE CLI19B 194) POb oor ene a ’ 
‘YO’ DOME LOOK TER SWGAEET 2 ‘ : ee - | w aps (Ming 
wf STELRED BAER F.. " SS , aaa eae sli 8 AW AN AS 


BS. ha ar NR 
By ONG AN Pine 


. 


ARKANSAS BYZIMOCRAT 


y oe 
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Sunoay, SEPTEMBER 6, 1908 

a as 
HOWTOCATCHK DRAWN BY 
ALLIGATORS IM CONDE, 


Vi 


Xi NOW ¥ DAR AN' MANE “i 
Yo’ AM SUCH A GOOD YON: Our ¥0' 13 GONE TER SLEEP AN' aa 


FISHERMAN, WE'VE COME WHEN MISTER ALLIGATOR Cores, JES" ! YO" 1§ DOIN’ FINE ~ 
TER TAKE YO' ALLIGATOR SPRINMLE DIS YERE, SALT ON HIs TAIL ! rh vis 2 % 


FISHIN’ WID Us! 
waite YO' SURE wid 


COTCH NIT) 
ALRIGAT ! 


ME! HE! MAW! HAW! HAW! 
PAT WILL BE DE LAST 98 
DIS FALE WHEWNE O/TS 
me wie OAT ONE! 


EN! 
HY HERE ATT DE SALT BRER BARS 


Ma SURE DID PUT i, ist UPECHS YO'O BETTER POUR IT 
enone cern Con On? 4 
yo' UP A TREE! bb a — : sp WAT ER HS TAILS 


HA! HA!~ BREP 8'AR Yo' 
'S ALWI2 LOOHIN' FOR 
INAPS, AN ¥O' SURE HAS 
GO? ONE 0/8 TYNE! 


(Copyright, 1907, By Ota.) Wi 
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ya Ts esaed ff oreacags ney ei, 

ae al bi naar Mah 2 a eh 
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AS DEMOCRAT 


\) ARKANS 
Ls ve | . 
: Synoay; SEPTEMBER 13. 1908 t coal yi) 
~ nly, * - oan 
DRAWN BY. 
a) 


; f \ 
ig “, DINO. SSE6TOIW : 
Ht 
i.) 
4 | & ' 
{2 , 
i a i 3 
: He j_ % : : J M-CONDL 
YO'SURE DATS WNAT 118 ~TAINT YOS GNIN' TER i WELL 10'S 
EBERBODY DAT MIN GIT OF #:0E 06 we 
RIDE 01S VERE CAITTE YO 21f& wow! N v 


“SBEENW" wW'FO' yo’ y? 

AN’ SO AM MY MULE, w ‘ All Gry 

biLay 08° OE vAbKY.! HINO TER 
NEY 


YO'S STRUCK 


SOME TNING DIS 
TINE YO' CAN'T 
ITICA TER! 
41'S STIChrIN' 
TO MIS TAIL 


L400 Our Fo' 


Ws HEBLS,! 
9 ERS ALRIGNT! 


WA!’ HA’ ya! 
SURE AN 
OFF ALRIGNT" 


V'S BLIGED TORIDE 501 
MA' HA! yO"'SPECKS 
YO’ HIN STICH ON A 


SPECHS 1'0 BETTER 


STICH RIGNT NEAN’ 
YACHASS BETTER? 


a 


@ ) 


oe ae 


7 AMT YO /EDERTA- IDERIN’ HOW 
46 ERBOUT GBRER.. TER GIT WATER TER RUN. 
| OP HILL AN') THING I'S 
| BONE s0LVE0 arf 


aaBbir? 


VS. SORRY ¢ AINT COT 
NO TIME TER ARGUE 
wit’ YO" GRER BAR’ 


GWIN' TER GIT 
JUMPED ON! 


0 GF PLEASED TEP 


TAHE AWALK WIF 


“DEMOCRAT 


1908 


- Sunoava SEepreMBERLeLz.. 


PRAWN pr 


J-M- CoNvE 


IT WON'T, WON'T J7~ 

Y&S'YO'HEEP YO' * 

EYES DERE AN'SEE 
WT? 


( PROMISED TaR OfOP IN 

NERE AN’ MANE A CALL 

BORER BAR, 50 14h HAB 
ER” 890 YO cooDeyYa&! 


IFEELS LIKE! 
DONE SOT OWA 
PIN CUSHION’ 


HA! HAL US GOT. 
YO' NOW BAER) 
Raber! 


B'AR ANUDDER®: 
* POINTER! 


YO ORER RABBIT'E 


1 'SPECHS OATS MEKIN’ 


1T RUN UP HILL SOME 


HAINT HIT? 


"SPECHS BRER B'AR 

WILL MEEPERWAY 

Frum ME NERE- 
ARTER! 


1 SPICIONED 
HE'D BE WAYTIN" 
50/1 WON'T CO 

‘\Lour ses’ yer! 


Yo’ suRPE 618 414 
ER POINTER TO 
DAY EFF EEK! 


denen adie sarorid npg ty ge t ” at ib i Y at } ‘ “ N 


ry 


aphit ee Pid C arket « Pees 
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HA! HA! NOW Yo'oir// 
/F BRER BAR TRIES TER 
STOP YO' NOW, YO' KIN 
TELL HIM HELIS A 
BACKSLIOER SL 


IT SURE AM MISTER HOG — GUSPECHS WHEN / G/TS TRO! WIF 
YO; Yo'LL BE DE GREASIEST 
"GREASED PIG DAT EVER 
WU2 GREASED!S 


aN 


.1'S GWIN TER GREASE :¥0' 
UP=DEN Yo' KIN GIT 
AWAY FROM BRER BAR! 


THINK YO' Art FUNNY DON'T YO? ALRIGHT VLE 
~WELL I'LL GIB WIN TO DE ONE CALL S1Y FRIEN' 
DAT KIN COV CH puta ~ NOW LETS DE TAR- BABY 
SEE YO' 0OsT rusrEeR START! TER HELP IE! 


GAD A'MA ssy! 
; mm AME AM ALL 
HALHAIL HAL aA GREASE OD! 
Yo' sure ALM 
DOIN' SOMME, | 
BACKSLIDIN! 


‘BRER b'AR."},). 


4. > 


1... eae 


on a ie i 


wre 


LEMME OFF! 
SHES | BETS DIS ' EZ? 
Sruct yo'séLF/ Oe mga ts ae | : wien, 


YO'S GOT ’EN B0FE — 
NOW Y0' KIN TAKE 
“EA! TO MARNE rif 


Oe 


4 wy 
BRER BAR say STAY WHAR' ¥ 
"SPECKS 1't1, BE\ ~\7E AM OURS JF yo's aril - 
'OLIGED TO STICK| __.. \ 7°’ COTCHES MIM! 
TO HIM DEN! 


1'5 GOT-BRER 
BAR TOO! 


AME PEDDY BEAR . 


Olf AIN IN DE GRAVE YARD 
WHEN YO' Cur 77 OFF! 


RADBI “ANI 


a 


I 

<4 
» 
& 


IF YO. KIN GIT A RABBITS J DAT Ax AN 50 SHARP 
Foor;tn- a GRAVE YARD, YO yo' NIN Cur OFF BAER 


‘ “4k HAB LUCK ALL Yo' LID RABBITS FOOT WID 
é Our AIM KNOWIN' 1 


tad 


MORNIN’ ORER RABBIT.~ 
7'5 GOr A FAVOR FO' TO 
AX yO'=— A/N YOo'600 
WIF ME FO' A WALK? 


21'S 'BLIGED BRER 
BAR- 1's GWIN' 
AIGNT OBER TO 
BRER RABBITS! 


HOLD UP" RABBITS FOOTS 
AM OUT OB STYLE —WHAr 
YO' WANTS Alt A TEDDY 
BEAR AN' KNOWS JES’ 
WHAR' FO' FO G/F IT! 


=u a 
=a, 
3 
} 


4 PECKON YO 4k DONE 

LET NE AHAB ONE 08 Y 
YOURS "CAUSE YO" 
MAB TWO! 


I KNOWED“YO" WOULD = BALA BOR SAID 10 BE 
4$ ALWIZ GLAD 1SPECKS WE'D BETTER \— Lend tt —4wAD DE 
;| £0" A FRIEND .! WHAR' IT At QUIET! J} | ORAVE /ARD RABBIT | 
50 4 DONE — 


ingens 
i 
"y 

Ustad?” 
Jl ttt, 
3 HELP! HELP! 
TEDDY WANTS ; 

by bed Srp sh 10' GOOBERS! as A RABBIT Foor a fay TE en! 

PAPA AN’ 1 HA! MAS AM Luc , At//7. 

: Seca? - rs HA! HA! HA. AY FO 


—_ 


WA WAT OS s 1'3 DONEGOF| \ IE ALRIGAT! 
Gwin’ TOLQSE | Se PEAR, Ae 
YO" TEDDY CAUSE i 


’ HE o 
HERE TEDDY ' CONE AN oe STOrs 


GI? DIS, NICE COOBER ney! 


B00:AOQO NaO! 
1 WANTS MY 
PAPA? 


ome Ba6TOON 


SHOWS R ) 


TRE 


RERDS 


Ht DOAR.' BRER RABBIT! 
LOOM WHAT / DONE 
Founo! 


é 
MotBusg ee eupsvege) 


HOwoe! BRER BAR! 
HOW- HIN: | SHOOT 
DIS GUN? 


DAT'S IT= PUT. IT TO YO’ 
SMNOVLOER “NOW PINT 
17 AT BRER RABBIT 

AN’ PULL DE TRIGGER! 


ed 


LoRfoy! DON'T , 
PINT IT AT ME. 


THE 


_ ARKANSAS DEMOCRAT 


Sunpbay: SEPTEMBER 2O, 1908 


GIT AWAY! G/T 
AWAY! DON'T » 
PINT 17 AT NE! 


WHAT AN 


BY How 0 SHOT 


) iA 
MERE COMES BRER 
BAR=SPECK HE'LE 
SHow YOU HOW 
To sHoor.3sIr! 


WHAT AN A 
GUN FOR? 


aA rey 


ME NOW 
_snoor 


“SPECK 1 DONE 
SHOOTED Yo’ BRER 
B'AR- 001F 
MURT MUCH? 


Otin F, 


BREP RABBIT DONE 
SAY YO'D SHOW WAy AN' ULL 


FOR..TO OONE SHOW 
7 


HA! HA! HA! YO' SURE 
WAS HNOCHED 
SENSELESS BRER B'AR! 


Wood.) 


VRAWH Bye : 
J->-M-CONVE 


DON'T PINT IT "7Y 


yo’ / 


dé 9 “free efforts of authorship anony- 
UINGLEREMUS Ic DEAD mously. They were promptly publish- f 
ed and Colonel Turner speaking weil 


| of them, the youth finally threw off 
‘all disguise. H 
JOEL. CHANDLER HARRIS seed Young Harris was one of the ob- | 
ILL ONLY A SHORT TIME servers of tre march of Sherman’s 
AT ATLANTA. | army to the sea, folowing the purn- | 


‘after the closing of the war he seught 

a wider field, obtaining employment 
4 6C00 MAN GONE ETO HIS REWARD isuecessively on various newspapers , 
of Macon, New Orleans and Savan- 


‘nah. While in Savannah he served aS 
No More Will Br’er Rabbit or Br’er editorial writer on the Morning | NV 


line of Atlanta. Within a few months 
msec | ae f 
; 


nan 


et 


x 


Coon Talk in Corn Fields of Geor- |News. During his residence there 
gia—Their Master All but he married Miss La Rese, of Cana- 


One of Childhood’s Saints. da. 
In 1876 he removed to Atlanta and 
became a-member of the. editorial 
Atlanta, Ga. July 4.—Joel Chand-{staff of the Atlanta Constitution, 
ler Harris, editor of “Uncle Remus”| where his literary career really be 
Magazine, and widely known as an) san. His connection with that news- 
author, died at his home here last} paper continued for twenty-five years 
night, after a short illness. Mr. Har-j end closed only when he actually re- 
ris was 60 years old. tired from active life. His first dia 
What Rudyerd Kipling has been j iect stories were published in that 
to the jungles of India, Joel Chand-| paper. He and Frank L. Stanton, still 
ler Harris has been to the corn fields | With the Constitution, greatly aided 
of Georgia. His name has been chieft-| Henry W. Grady to make the paper 
ly. endeared to the world as the av-| famous. 
thor of “Uncle Remus,” that quaint A score of books has come from 
negro character understanding tothe |his pen, ranging from “Uncle Re- 
full the master words of beasts of} mus, His Songs and His Sayings,” 
his domain—Br’er Rabbit, Rr’er Fox,| Which appeared in 1880, to the “Tar 
Br’er Coon, Br’er Wolf, Brier Mink--]| Baby” «s‘bries and “Uncle Remus 
bas all but become one of the saints | and Br’er Rabbit,” published last 
of the holiday season. He is almost| year. He also was the author of sev- 
as much a part of the life of child- eral volumes dealing with Georgia's 


—s 


re rE OE A LT A 
ae ae a | ete 
b pry es Need em | Loa | Y bee a — ~~ 


ren as is Santa Clans, history and its people. . 
Joe} Chandle~ Harris, as the true 
io life negro sketches, which raised Wall. Paper Propositions. f 
him to the front rank of literature penne " 
in this country has demonstrated, The George FE. Dugan store is now } + 
was to the manor born. He was born {interesting its patrons and the zen-’ ¢ 
in the little village of Eatonton, Ga.,/eral public with wall paper proposi- | ¢ 
Dec. 8, 1848. Before he was 6 years | tions rics ‘abide decides ave cee 
eld he was able to read, and “The } | le 
Vicar of Wakefield” falling into hi .. | tempted by this firm. It is (hear aD; 
hands about this time, stimulated the nual clearance and discounts are | ( 
imaginatnve side of his character made from ali paper sold durin: this 2 
end Yea him to devovr anything inj™month. There's an excellent assort: | ¢ 
print ‘which he could obtain. He en-j™ent and some very good “snaps” | 
,Joyed but a few years of edueation at ave picked up at one-fifth ef their . 
the public schools and at the Eaton-,'esular cost. 
ton academy, } 
At the age of 12 he entered upon Semi-Annual Shoe Sale. 1 
his apprenticeship to the ppfinter’s | 


trade, serving as a printer’s devil to} The .People’s Shoe Store Monday 
a Colonel Turner, who, residing on begins its semi-annual clearance sale. 
a large plantation, nublished a week-| The formal announcement of it en 
ly paper calle’ the “Countryman.” ]P¢ found on Page 6 of this morning's 
To this publication the boy sent his !Democrat-Sentinel. 


